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Thehiftory 

marryjthus my lord my deere Lord , and moft efteenwd 
friend your brother Troy has. u 

Hd. My Lord Pandarm hony fweet Lord, 

Pan. Go too fweet Qiieetie,go to ? 

Comends himfclfe molt affe&ionatly to you. 


s 



Hd, You fhall not bob vs out of our melody. 

If you do our melancholy vpou your head. 

Pan. S weet Quecnc/weet Queene,thats a fweet Queene 
I faith 

Hd. And to make a fweet Lady fad is a fowcr offence. 

Pan. Nay that fhall not ferue your turne , that fhall it not 
in truth la ? Nay I care not for fuch words , no, no. And my 
Lord heedcfires you that if the King call for him at fupcr. 
You will make his excufe. 

Hel. My Lord Pandarus. 

Tan. What faies my fweete Qu enem,y very very fweet 
Queene? 

Par. What exploit’s in hand, where fuppes heto night? 

Hel , Nay but my Lord ? 

Pan What faies my fweet Queen e?my cozen will fall out 
with you. 

Hel. Yoh muft not know where he fups. 

Par. He lay my life with my dlfpofer Crejfeidz. 

Van. No , no ? no luch matter you are-wide, comeyour 
difpofer is ficke. 

Par. Well ile makes excufe? 

Van. 1 good my Lord , why fhou’d you fay frejfcida, no, 
your difpofers fick. Par. I fpie ? 

Van. You fpy ? what doe you fpicj’come, giuemee anin- 
firument, now fweete Queene: > 

Hd. Why this is kin aely done? 

Van. My Neece is horribly in loue with a thing you haue 
fweete Queene. *. 

Hd. Shee (hall haue it my Loid ,if it beenotmyLord 
Vans. 

Pand. Hec ? bo ? fheele none of him , they two are 
tawine. 

Hel, Falling in after falling out may make them three. 


ofT roylus &no 
pand. Come,come, He hcarc no more of this, lie fing you a 

^Hell: I, i, prethce,now by my troth fweet lad thou hafte a 

fine fore-head. 

Pand: I you may, you may. 

Hell: Let thy fong be louc : this loue will vndoe vs all. Oh 
Cupid, Cupid, Cupid. 

Pand: Loue? I that it fhall yfaith. 

Par: I good now loue,loue, nothing but loue. 

Pand: Loue, loue, nothing but loue fttll loue ftill more r 
For o leues bow. Shoots Bucke and Doe, 

The J hafts confound not that it wounds 
Tut tides ft ill the fore: 

The/e louers cry, oh ho they dye, 

Tet that which feemes the wound to kill , 

Doth turne oh ho, to ha hr. he, 

So dying loue Hues ft ill, 

O ho a while, but ha ha ha, 

O ho grones out for ha ha ha — -hey ho, 

Hell: In louc I faith to the very tip of the nofe. 

Par. Heeatcs nothing but doues loue,and that breeds hot 
blood, and hotbloud begets hot thoughts,and hot thoughts 
beget hot dcedes,and hot deeds is loue. 

Pand. Is this the generation of loue : hot bloud hot 
thoughts and hot deedes,why they are vipers , is loue a ge- 
neration ofvipers: 

Sweetc Lord whofe a field to day? 

Par: Hettor,Deiphobus, Helenas , Hnthenor, and all the gal- 
lantry ofT roy.. I would faine haue arm’d to day , but my Nell 
would not haue it fo. 

How chance my brother Troylus went not? f 

Hell: He hangs the lippe at fomething,you know al Lord 
Pandams. » 

Pand: Not J hony fweete j^uccne , I long to hearc how 
theyfpedtoday: ' 

Youlc remember your brothers excufe? 

Par: To a hayre. 

Pand: Farewell fweete jguecne. 

F HcU. Qoj»- 
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